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a good deal better. For her it was right not to
have to mess about in cow-dung, but only dust
the furniture in rich people's rooms. She had
been humble and gentle in her ways since her
childhood. Only there was now the fear that
Kalle might be leading her too astray.

Thus, as Juha walked home in the moonlight
his mind was strangely empty. The dreamlike
harmonious mood of the past weeks had vanished;
his thoughts did not run on ahead this time to the
children in the warmth of the cabin, but wandered
far afield in the tracks of Kalle's cab. There was
an everyday look again about the world although
the moon was shining; he almost felt like wanting
to quarrel with somebody for a change. c What
does he think he is, a lout like him, prancing about,
a cabby, while I have to slave here. This very
minute I'm so tired I can hardly move my feet,
and when I get home there'll be the cow to tend.
It was all through him we had all that trouble
with poor dead Ville; cost a lot it did too. Has
he ever sent us anything . . . cabby . . .*

Old Juha realized that he had not much
looked ahead in his lifetime; he had been beaten
by his own rascally son. The picture of life as
something sour and silly threatened to take hold
of him again; the peace of these last weeks
seemed to be taking its rightful place beside the
fancies that had led to his summer visit to Tuorila
and to be sharing their colouring. Again it was